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his elbows on the arms, putting one hand over
the other, sticking his lame leg straight out, and
placing the stick with the rubber ferrule beside
it, he sat perfectly still. There was something
rigid about him. Did he think ? Probably the
same thoughts again and again. But were they
"nice" thoughts, interesting thoughts? He
was a man with a temper; tenacious; faithful.
Women would have felt, " Here is law. Here is
order. Therefore we must cherish this man.
He is on the Bridge at night," and, handing him
his cup, or whatever it might be, would run* on
to visions of shipwreck and disaster, in which all
the passengers come tumbling from their cabins,
and there is the captain, buttoned in his pea-
jacket, matched with the storm, vanquished by
it but by none other. " Yet I have a soul," Mrs.
Jarvis would bethink her, as Captain Barfoot
suddenly blew his nose in a great red bandanna
handkerchief, " and it's the man's stupidity
that's the cause of this, and the storm's my storm
as well as his" ... so Mrs, Jarvis would
bethink her when the Captain dropped in to see
them and found Herbert out, and spent two or
three hours, almost silent, sitting in the arm-
chair. But Betty Flanders thought nothing of
the kind.